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" I'm so excited," she said, "Miss Primm declares
the carvings are marvellous."
"You've never asked me my name," said the
subaltern. She was about to say Rawdon but
checked herself in time. Her sudden conception
of heaven was a drive down the Esplanade in a
smart landau accompanied by this young man.
"ItsWilbraham."
"What a nice name! Its not very common, is
it?" ,
"Freddie Wilbraham. My uncle has the title,9*
the subaltern said simply.
Elizabeth was impressed. She was sure
Euphemia Lord was unaware of that fact. She
shook her curls daintily and began to make polite
talk. It was soirietimes hard work pumping for
conversation with the military.
"Do you like reading, Mr. Wilbraham ?"
" I haven't had much time for it since the Bhils
began troubling us."
"Miss Primm has the latest number of All the
Year Round. There's a new instalment of
Mr. Dickens' Tale of Two Cities. Such a thrilling
narrative!"
Miss Primm, who was sitting opposite with
Aubrey Lord, heard her name mentioned.
"Have you read Mr. Thackeray in the last
Cornhill? she asked. "Most amusing. We have
it at the library. He will surely titillate you.
Look, my dears, do I see a dolphin ? "
A faint commotion amongst the lumpy, blue
wavelets attracted their attention. They all